THE BEAU MONDE
of irritation she called "his laziness and his selfishness*'.
These were not quite the right words, but they meant
something. Hidden beneath his exterior pliability ky
a force impervious to her will. It arose from that other
conflicting strain in his personality. Education had
driven it underground; but had not been able to
expel it. The romantic and the philosopher still stirred
restlessly in the depths of his subconsciousness, colour-
ing his reactions, disturbing his equilibrium. Now
and again they rose to thesurface,'revealing themselves,
as people noticed, in his conversation, with its sudden
tears, its fitful moments of enthusiasm. They appeared
more significantly in sporadic movements of antagon-
ism towards his home. These were to be expected. In
spite of its charms, life at Melbourne House had an
ugly side. Its hard animalism, its rapacious worldli-
ness, were bound to jar on a person of sensibility. Nor
in that plain-spoken age were they concealed. "Your
mother is a whore", shouted a Cambridge friend to
George Lamb in the heat of an undergraduate quarrel.
George knocked him down; but he cannot have failed
to know that there was truth in the insult. William
must have learned this truth early too. And though in
theory he did not set much value on chastity, yet such
a discovery about his own mother is generally upset-
ting to a sensitive boy; especially if, like William, he is
temperamentally susceptible to the charm of inno-